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Author's Notes: 
Well, turns out Poison and MCR are ready to tell more tales. (and they aren't stopping any time soon!) 


Have you ever watched something and suddenly had an irresistible spark of inspiration come out of nowhere? 
Well, that's pretty much what happened with this piece. Most of my readers know | love Stevie Nicks, so it 
shouldn't come as that big of a surprise when | say a huge reason why | wrote this had to do with an famous 
ITTT live performance of Gold Dust Woman in Japan-- The ending, in particular, when Stevie seductively walks 
off stage with a sheer scarf, performing sensual movements -- That's all I'm saying about it.. I'll let you see 


(and read) the rest for yourselfl wink 


FYI: sometime in the near future, me and Ezra (@yourviolence on A03) will be posting a prequel to these 
crossover pieces..basically the entire backstory of how Poison € My Chemical Romance became connected. We 
know its probably a bit confusing at the moment as to why these two bands are suddenly super close with 
each other. Don't worry..We got you.. Its gonna be a real wild ride when the time comes.. 


Summer 2006 


Mankato, Minnesota 
20 Years of Rock World Tour - Opening Night 


"I am not doing that on stage, Bret!" | blabber adamantly with nothing but incredulous resistance, "It can't wait 
til affer!? Why in front of everyone?!" 


"Oh, give me a damn break!" Bret barks with an eye roll but his orbs are piercing a hole into my ever- 


tortured soul, "You know you want the fucking attention-" 


"Yeah, but not like fhis!" | screech, "Why's it gotta be in front of the entire fucking audience?! And | can't even 


have a damn drink beforehand!" 


| cross my arms over my chest with a pathetic pout while staring Bret in the eyes, feeling my body fill up 
with paralyzing anxiety, giving a sensation of the walls closing in on me. But, Bret doesn't seem to fucking care 


because all he's doing is giving me one of the most devilish smirks I've ever seen and god fucking help me - 


"You will do as | friggin’ say, you goddamn lunatic," Bret commands and | feel myself freeze up in 
uncharacteristic passivity as he continues glaring at me like a fucking monster, "and you're gonna fucking hke it, 


CC." 


After twenty somewhat years together, | never thought I'd find myself in a position this deranged..on 
the first night of a Tour, no less. 


This tour is a huge deal for the band for so many reasons. One being that it's the first tour where 
I'm fully sober again. After being charged with a nasty DUI last October, while stupidly crashing into a row of 
parked cars with Shannon next to me in the passenger's seat, | put myself through rehab and came out 


a new man, and | mean it this time. I've never been so serious about my sobriety, not like | am now. 


Secondly, this tour is a celebration of twenty years as a band. Lord only knows how we survived this far, but 
| ain't questioning a damn thing ‘cause if it was meant to be, it was meant to be. | don't know what I'd do 


without this.. These guys are like family to me, more than family. 


So to say I've been anticipating this tour with nothing but excitement and enthusiasm would be 
an understatement, but what | didn't expect was this; being held up in our dressing room by Bret as 
he demands | do something absolutely ridiculous for him on stage..on opening night! 


A dance, he had said, as he licked his lips seductively.. Affer your guitar solo..Affer you sing your song../ want 
you to dance with that goddamn scarf you're wearing, and | want you to strut your stuff like you mean it../ want 
you to show the entire crowd how much of a sexy beast you are../ want everyone to see the fuckin’ prze | get 


every damn night.. 


And all did was stand frozen with my eyes bugging outta my fuckin’ head ‘cause | just couldn't and still can't 
wrap my mind around what | heard..And how serious he's being about it all. 


If there's one thing | know, it's just that Bret is dead serious and nothing that | say or do will change his 
friggin’ mind, not even the way l'm practically curling into myself like a goddamn pussy who's been stripped of 


all remnants of security . 


What are the fuckin’ odds.. Who wouldda' thought that CC Deville would come outta rehab just to go on tour 
and be lured into practically selling himself for his lead singer's lusty benefit?! 


Its just gotta be my damn luck.. cause surely, nothing ever happens to run smoothly in my life, even now, when 


I'm finally working my ass off to fry to stay consistent... Shits stil gotta hit the fan. 


Bret's hungry eyes continue to pierce my soul as | stand frozen in the same position, backed against the vanity, 
with my arms wrapped around my chest securely, as if | think | can fool myself into pretending none of this is 
happening if | do. It's a load of shif, | know! But, damn, do | feel friggin’ vulnerable right now. 


"Sure, I'll love it, Bret," | grit my teeth but despite the strong demeanor | attempt to put on, nothing | do can 


truly hide the tremble in my voice; a tremble of anxiousness and sarcasm. 


Bret only laughs dryly with fwisted venom, "Oh cut the drama, DeVille!" He rolls his eyes, causing my insides To 
twist into knots, skyrocketing my mpulse to begin pacing around, "It's always drama with you.. 


Always misbehaving in some way." 
His tone shifts from brutal domineering to silky and seductive as he licks his lips in an overly sensual fashion 


"You're always such a bastard ," he clicks his lips together into a sharp fsk as his words send chills up my 


spine, "who never wants to follow the rules.. Always wrecking some kind of havoc- " 


"Oh would ya shut up!" | blurt out incredulously as | zoom around the dressing room like a psychopath on 
speed, "I can't believe this is how ya want our tour to start! This! Dancin’ with a scarf! Couldn't just wait til 


we're alone afterwards, right?!" 


Bret only shakes his head at my frantic hyperactivity, "You just don't know how to stop running that big mouth 


of yours, do you..” 
What a question, Bret! Have ya NOT learned how | act after being together twenty years?! 


"All the crying and whining isn't getting you anywhere," he continues in a snarky devilish, yet intriguing tone, 
"You live for every drop of attention you can get, and now when l'm presenting you with an opportunity to get 
just that you're throwing a fit over it-" 


Yeah! | am ‘cause this is just ridiculous! Even the biggest attention whores wouldn't do this crap! Not without 
something fo calm their damn nerves! And | cant even have anything for that! No relaxer, nothing to chil myself 


out- 
"You're a piece of work" Bret muses sarcastically, pulling me from my ruminating spiral, "but you're my piece 
of work.My hot, sexy piece of ass.. and you're gonna show everyone that side of you tonight..and you are 


gonna like it." 


He spits the last thought out with adamancy so strong that | have nothing left to try to protest with. And 


the way he says it with so much desire makes me desperate ... 
Desperate for him. 
And it makes me so frustrated sometimes. 


l'm just about to make my way out the friggin’ door but before I'm able to reach for the knob, l'm stopped in 


my tracks by Bret clearing his throat, and now I'm frozen all over again. 
When | manage to snap my head around towards him, l'm met with the personification of pure deviousness. 
"Oh, and one more thing,” he smirks as my heart creeps up my throat, "For your dance, the shirt goes off-" 


| don't hesitate to shoot out a rebuttal at that one, because there's no way in goddamn hell that l'm exposing 
my nonexistent 8-pack to the entire fucking audience. As if the dance alone isn't bad enough, now he's 
gotta add something extral Of course he does! 


"But..my.. stomach!" 


Just saying the damn word makes me fucking disgusted and nauseous because its already hard enough to deal 
with this body on a daily basis because l'm attached to it, but Bret having the damn nerve to say | need 

to show it off?! Hell fucking no! Rehab turned me into a hideous blob! And lim working so hard to get 

my toned body back, but for some reason it ain't happenin’ fast enough this fime! 


| almost don't realize how quick my breathing rate increases until | feel a bead of sweat forming at the top of 


my head and now I'm internally panicking because this is so brutal and harsh and | dont wanna fucking do it- 


"| don't give a flying fuck," Bret hisses in a brutally domineering tone, sending terrorizing shivers down my spine 
as my stomach drops relentlessly, "You do as / say!" 


He suddenly lowers his voice to a near inaudible whisper as he leans in dangerously close to my stoic body, 
‘and plus, a quick reality check since your brain ain't screwed on straight. There's no goddamn stomach to 


see-" 


Yeah, doesn't everyone fucking say that?! Liars! As always! You'll never fell me the damn truth no matter how 
obvious it is! You said that back years ago too. Some things dont change, but you must be blind if you don't see 
what | see! Im not having it, Bret! You're a tucking ASSHOLE! 


"You're just sayin’ that to get your friggin way!" | screech in defense and vulnerability, feeling the urge to 
make myself smaller, "Cause that's what you always do!" 


Bret only shakes his head with a menacing smile and malicious eyes, "And I'll keep doing it ‘til you 
fucking listen to me, lunatic!" 


There's absolutely nothing else | can say or defend with at this point and | realize the situation is hopeless, so | 
don't say anything. But just ‘cause my mouth ain't running, doesn't mean my body ain't dying- 


"You're gonna be so fucking sexy up there and you're gonna strut your stuff like the goddamn piece 


of meat you are!" 


Bret's words fall from his tongue with a sickening aura of unbearable lust that even / can't resist. He's so 


fucking brutal and | hate him for it sometimes, but | also five for that goddamn side of him. 


| guess there's a reason why we've been beating each other up while sucking each other's dicks for the past twenty 
fucking years- 


The dude is practically salivating right in front of me as | stand here in so much conflicting furmoil and Bret 
fucking gets off on this shit and I know it. And thats what makes him a fucking asshole! And | hate that his 


harsh domineering attitude turns me on, even if | wish it wouldnt at times. 


Even in a situation like now , when I'm frantic off my goddamn ass and suffocated by anticipating humiliation do 


his goddamn commands make me fucking weak; pathetic. 
"You've always been a fucking slut CC," Bret hisses, "and you're my slut. But now everyone is gonna get to see 
how much of a whore you are," he smirks and licks his lips, as a wave of heat circles around the two of us, 


"and you're not gonna be able to resist it because you have no self contro/-" 


" Fine!" | finally succumb and squawk out of horny desperation as | back away from Bret, almost banging into 


the fucking wall of the dressing room, "I'll do it! But you better repay me afterwards-" 


"Hm," is all Bret responds with before he walks out the dressing room door, leaving me drowning in nothing 


but stomach hollowing apprehension 
we 


A short while later... 


Showtime! 


Our introduction blares throughout the arena and as | prepare to make a run for the stage, | take one 
last breath to try to ease my nerves. And it ain't about performing itself..lt's about how I'm gonna make it 


through Bret's little gift 


I'm an attention whore but never in my life have | anticipated doing anything like this on stage, and now | have 


no choice but to, and its gonna happen..| don't have any options so | just gotta survive it, somehow. 


He better repay me for this, is all that runs through my head right as l'm about to present myself to the 
audience, He better friggin’ give me something for this crap show- 


I's only a matter of seconds before l'm running up the stage, with nerve-ridden jitters paired with exhilarating 


adrenaline traveling through my veins, and as the power of the music overcomes me, | allow myself to 


become one with the experience | live for. 
Performing . 


I'm here to put on a damn good show, and that's all | need to focus on, but God only knows how unbearable the 
process of trying to forget about what I'm gonna have to do later on is gonna fucking be.. 


And | think to myself that maybe.. Just maybe there will be some sort of positive outcome outta this. 
There's gotta be... right? 


As much as | want to believe everything won't completely go to shit tonight, I'm really not feeling so hopeful 
about it. 


There's foo much potential for disaster, and that's a given. 


As | shred the opening riff to Look What The Cat Dragged ih, with Bobby headbanging next to me, | immediately 


begin making elaborate expressions to grab the attention of the crowd before me. 


With a huge smile, and a loud roar from the audience as Bret comes ruming out to center stage, | start 
scanning the large congregation to see what kinda victims we're dealing with tonight. And as | spectate, 
through the pyro exploding around me, my attention is mmediately captured by a familar scream within close 


range and that's all it takes for my heart to skip a beat. 
No..Dor’t even fell me../ know that voice..Don't tell me this is actually happening right now- 


Its the very moment that | lock eyes with two colorful men in the front row; one sporting silver hair and the 


other with a damn cone on his fuckin! head, when my suspicions are confirmed . And now, | really wish | could 


be put to my death because of all people in the world these two show up here. 
Frank and Gerard 


Of course Frank and Gerard would travel to see Poison on this specific day..It's like they fuckin’ know.. They 
must know what Bret has in store for me and the entire arena tonight and they couldn't help but beeline all 
the way over here to watch it. And god help me because this is never the part of me I'd want to ever be so 


willing to share with half the fuckin’ world- 


Then again CC..Its not like either one of them have seen anything before. Ya know, a year ago you totally didn't 
fuck each other in an abandoned hotel that Gerard picked out so he and Bret could punish you and Frank for being 
pathetic messes! Nah! They've seen nothin' so god forbid they see this! 


As that thought swims through my head, | suddenly have a finy shift in perspective and realize 
its probably not the end of the world if these two experience this. They might even Ike it..Just a little bit 


My stomach does a complete flip flop at that last internal remark and when | scan the crowd to find the two 
punks again, l'm met with a huge smile from Gerard and | could swear he's screaming my name but it's hard 
to tell with the rest of the cheers from the audience blending together. Regardless of if he and Frank know 
what they're about to endure, | know one thing for sure: Gerard will fake whatever he can get. The stars in his 


eyes just say it all 


And | gotta admit, I'd sport his new silver do any day! It almost reminds me of some of those funky hairstyles 
| experimented with back in my Samantha 7 days. Good times those were. 


Good times. 


With a wide smirk, | shoot both punks a wink and a quick thumbs up before getting sucked right back into the 
deed at hand; putting on a damn good show. 


~~ 
Five songs and a wild guitar solo later.. 

And as if | thought things couldn't be getting worse, they're getting worse.. A lot worse. 

Its not the show itself, ‘cause that's going great and | wouldn't change anything about what we've done so far. 
Everyone in the crowd seems to be rockin’ their asses off and don't look like they're about to stop anytime 
soon I've been having the time of my fuckin’ life shredding up here, while running around like a 


goddamn lunatic, but that's because | haven't done it yet. 


The dance. 


In fact, | haven't even really thought about it.Not until right now, at least. 


I've been able to get most of my nervous energy out through my performance but now | don't have much 


time left before | have to face reality again Up until now, I've been fine , well... kinda. 


| just shredded the hell outta my guitar for my solo, which has earned nothing but gleeful cheers 
and ecstatic screeches from the crowd, but now.. l'm about to dive right into / Hate Every Bone and things 
are really starting to hit me all over again 


Bret's hiding away at the side of the stage and | just know he's conjuring up a shit ton of malicious thoughts, 
and the anticpation that must be building inside his devilish brain of what he's gonna see me do in just a few 
minutes is probably turning him on so hard and | ain't gonna lie. | want the goddamn attention but this 


is so over the top, even for me! And thats saying something! 


And as | stand up here, front and center, with my heart racing uncontrollably and a blanket of cold sweat 
coating my forehead, l'm almost convinced that this will be the death of me. This is how l'm gonna be dragged 
to my demise. Doing this- 


On a whim, and out of complete desperation to purge some of this fuckin’ panic , | beeline over to the 
microphone stand and latch onto it. Everyone knows by now that | do a whole ass speech before | sing, 


but man, is this one gonna be somethin’ else..l can just feel it.and | don’t mean it in a good way. 
With the best maniacal grin l'm able to achieve, | bellow into the object without restraint. 
"Mankato!" 


My voice comes out squeaky and boisterous but inside l'm crumbling at my impending fate. However, the 
blissful ignorance of the audience's roars provides me with a tiny wave of temporary alleviation and as | wait 
for the noise to die down, | lock eyes on my two punk pals, Mr. Conehead and Silver Bell, who both seem 
entranced with what I'm about to do. 


"What a rowdy fucking bunch of motherfuckers ya are tonight!" | screech and throw my hands in the air, 
earning another eruption of cheers. "Holy fucking hell ya guys tum me onl!" 


A combination of cackles and roars reverberate through the arena and | could swear | spot Frank rolling his 


eyes from the first row. Figures 


| shake my head with a shit-eating grin and continue squawking, "Can ya believe we survived twenty years 


together?! Without killin’ eachotha'?! Man, isn't that just somethin’ else?!" 


A cackle slips outta my mouth as | overtly scan the crowd. "We got a whole lotta badass motherfucka's out 
herel" Once my eyes meet Frank's again, | gasp dramatically, "And would ya look at that! There's my good 
buddy, Frank!" | bellow with wide eyes as | point to Mr. Conehead in the crowd proudly, as if | didn't already 


address him about a thousand times tonight. "We met years ago at a really fun place and he came all the way 


here to see melll " 


Frank's expression just screams ‘end me’ as the attention gravitates towards him, but Gerard seems to be 
enjoying every moment of this, which just brings me joy. And why wouldnt he?! Who doesnt want to be the 


center of attention?! 


"Would ya look at that cone??? It's givin' me a hard on!" | continue babbling without an ounce of self-control 
as | point blankly gesture to our videographer to focus in on Frank in the crowd, while shooting the conehead a 
wink as Gerard gazes at him with inviting eyes, "Better be a good boy for Gerard tonight ‘cause from the look 


on his face, ya can tell he's already on the prow/-" 


| don't even realize how goddamn fast I'm blathering until | start having difficulty keeping up with my thoughts, 
and if I'm being honest right now, | don't know half the crap I'm saying and | don't care because if 


| dont ramble l'm gonna fucking die! And I'd really rather be alive tonight! And | know the audience 


fucking Akes hearing me act like a dumbass anyway so might as well keep at it- 


Oh for Christs sake, is all Frank must be thinking, but ya know what?! He should be flattered! l'm 


just showing him off! He deserves it and Gerard sure as hell agrees with every damn thing l'm saying! 


"Zoom in on both of them, would ya?!" | address the videographer through the mic as Frank subtly shrinks into 
himself while Gerard's eyes shine with mesmenzation, "Say hi to the crowd boys!!! FRANK IERO and GERARD 
WAY everybody! Smile for the camera and make sure ya give DADDY a kiss after the show-" 


In a jiffy, Frank's face and his cone are covering the big screen and all | fucking hear is a loud moan from 
Gerard. When | lock eyes with both of them again, I'm convinced that Frank might just murder me later. 


"Take a look at that sexy thang!" | gesture to the screen as Frank's demeanor becomes more and more stiff, 


"Who wouldn't pounce on that guy-" 


"For the love of God, CC," Bobby mouths to me from my left side, obviously suppressing a huge eye roll with 


a forced smile, "Get on with it! You got a damn song to sing-" 


"He-he!" | laugh like a lunatic and ruffle my rat's nest impulsively before shaking my head carelessly, "Bobby 
over here's tellin’ me | gotta hurry up with my speech ‘cause we gotta get down to business so ya know 
what?! Now I'm gonna sing ya a song!!! How do ya like that?!" 


The response from the crowd is nothing but a deafening screech which makes my grin grow wider, 
but now l'm really starting to shit myself internally ‘cause the longer | ramble up here, the closer it's getting 


to the dreadful moment in time and | still don't fucking know how l'm gonna do it- 


‘lm gonna sing a song for you and the song is called / Hate Every Bone h Your Body But Minelll!" 


My bellows intensify as everything kicks up a few notches, including the pace in which | spit words out, and if 


anyone thought it wasn’t possible for me to talk even faster than before, they couldn't be any more wrong- 


"And after that l'm gonna do something fucking ridiculous because Bret told me | have to and | dont wanna die 
Tonight so lets do this THNG--" 


And | don't give myself a second to hesitate before | dive headfirst into the song, shredding so 
fucking fast and destructive that my goddamn fingers feel like they might split open- 


" h one ear and out the other, told myself this girl was TROUBLE..." 
we 


Once the song ends and | lock eyes with Bret peeking out at the side of the stage behind one of my huge amps, 
my entire body heats up in paralyzing doom and now | want to combust into thin air because there's no fucking 


time left. 
Now | have to do it. 


My legs feel like jelly as | walk over to the side to place my guitar down, and once | come face to face with 
Bret my stomach drops in so much intensity that | could easily puke on demand if | really wanted to. 


That friggin’ jackass is staring at me with these hungry fuckin eyes and if | thought Gerard was on the prowl 
for Frank then | don't even know what Bret's attitude towards me is right now. | just know that to him, what 
l'm about to do is gonna feel like a goddamn prize. And he's about to get off on me being a piece of meat for 


the entire crowd while I'm gonna wanna do nothing but shrivel up into nothingness and die. 


But there's also a very strong part of me that wants to know what attention this will reward me with, and | 
sure as hell know Bret's gonna be draggin’ me off this fuckin’ stage the very second this goddamn show is 


over— 


" GO CCI" Gerard cheers from the crowd with enthusiasm and a psychotic smile as Frank shoots him a glare 
of jealousy, "Show them what you got! Show them that you know how to be a sexy piece of assill!" 


My entire body flushes in humiliation at the loud and overt remark, and Bret must have heard it too because 
his devilish smirk just intensified and | didn't think that was possible at this point, but now l'm realizing 
how anything is fucking possible when you're in a situation this deranged. 


With a paralyzing amount of hesitation but a boatload of will to get this shit show over with, | walk back to 
center stage. With my body turned away from the crowd, | take a sharp breath, squeeze my eyes shut, and 
rip my sleeveless shirt off, leaving my entire abdominal region and upper body exposed. And my heart 


is this close to popping outta my fucking chest, and | swear to god! have no supply of oxygen left in me- 


"cd CC! CCM" 


As the crowd chants my name in an overbearingly entranced manner, my hands begin to shake uncontrollably 


and the only thought l'm suffocated by right now is how much | wish | could have a fucking drink 


‘Cause it seems like that would be the only solution to easing my nerves but there's no way I'd break my 
sobriety for something thé ridiculous, but Jesus, am | fucking desperate! Then again, if | was able to get 
through some of those near-unbearable challenges | was lured into while on The Surreal Life , then | should be 


able to maneuver my way through this too. 


But in this moment, that rationale ain't loud enough to negate the damn anguish invading my whole body. My 
entire soul feels exposed and ripped open right now, and it's bleeding; pouring out with so much 
friggin’ discomposure that | could fucking drown- 


Come on Cecil, you can do if! You've done worse things in your life than this and you know it! Just get it over 
with! Ya already ripped your damn shirt off, so what's the worst that could happen now?! Grab the goddamn 
scarf and do if! Do it! DO IT- 


My inner voice screeches in desperate persuasion, which wracks my body with terrorizing jitters and zaps - 


You know you wanna please Bret and he's salivating off his ass back there! If ya dont do if, he'll fuckin’ make you 
and he'll do it RIGHT here RIGHT now- 


It's that last thought that gives me the final push in order to go forward and before | know it, | have the 
scarf in my hands and l'm swaying my fuckin’ hips back and forth like a whore, earning nothing but 
infatuated squeals from the audience. 


"FUCK YEAHHHHHH!" Gerard hollers powerfully and when | turn my head for a split second to glance at 
him, Both him and Frank are squirming in their seats, " GO CCI! YOU SHOW THEM HOW SEXY YOU ARE-" 


My breaths begin to quicken as | seductively perform sensual movements with the sheer piece of fabric as 
the stage fans hit my face, giving off the sensation of floating in some frppy universe. And if there's one 
thing | know it's that even though | must look like a goddamn idiot, Bret's gotta have the best view of my 
fuckin’ ass- 


Oh yeah CC, you shake those goddamn hips! Bret better be all over me once this is over cause he owes me big 
fime. But you know youre a sexy piece of ass so ya might as well show it off right?! Hell yeah, baby! These hips 


are made for shakin’ and this goddamn scarf is made for some nice kinky choking too- 


" Yee-haw!" Rikki announces through his mic at his drum kit which provokes a loud roar from the crowd as 


well as a facepalm from Bobby, "Brets gon be riding Cecil foright-" 


A gust of hot-blooded humiliation zaps through my body at the remark but | don't let it stop me, even though 


| feel like I'm internally crumbling. 
‘CC you goddamn beast!" 
‘Strut it lke ya mean if, DeVille!" 


"Look at that ASS-" 


The sounds around me are starting to blend together into one another and | can hardly understand a damn 
thing anyone is saying at this point because all I'm focused on is how fucking ridiculous | must look right now 
and how | better be rewarded big time for this shit. And I'm stil asking myself what the hell is possessing me 
to act like this- 


But, suddenly.. I'm not, ‘cause the more praise l'm receiving, the more | realize.. They fucking lke this. And 
they're enjoying the hell outta me being a slut right now. 


That's all it takes for my perspective to flip a switch. 


Ya know what? Fuck it! If ya gonna do if, just go ALL in and do it! What's the harm now?! You already got this 
far! Just finish it OFF! The damn attention you're getting feels damn good anyway, just face it.. You're getting off 
on if! Youd fuckin’ sell yourself any day for the hype youre gettin’ right now. EMBRACE IM- 


And without hesitation, | let go of any last reserves of restraint | was holding onto 
and completely dive in, starting off with a seductive lip bite which earns a few blurred lusty moans swimming 


through the audience. 

And | keep biting my lip while continuing the dance I've been assigned to do and as the time goes on, the 
more dazed l'm becoming, and soon enough | hardly feel commected to anything that's going on anymore. It's 
not fazing me at all. 


| feel like l'm in a friggin’ trance. 


In fact, I'm so hypnotized by my own moves that | almost don't even care about how my nonexistent 8 


pack looks right now! Who wouldda’ thought?! 
"CCI" Gerard's infatuated hollers float through the air, "/ LOVE YOU CECILM FUCK! YOU KNOW HOW TO 
My lip bites become more coquettish as | feel myself becoming surrounded with heat that just provokes an 


eruption of internal erotic sensations that leave me feeling shameless in my actions now. My mouth curls into 


a devilish horny smirk as | keep my teeth digging into my bottom lip, while the scarf blows in the wind 


And it only takes me a second to begin tightening the scarf around my neck, knowing very damn well what 


reaction this will provoke - 
"Ohhhhhhh CCI" 
"YOURE GONNA MAKE ME CUM-" 


It doesn't take long before raunchy visuals overtake my mind, and | almost don't realize that | let a foud moan 


slip out until | find myself in a limber spread eagle stance on the stage floor with Bret hovering over me. 


And its only a matter of time until | latch onto the chains on my neck and fug them in a sensual manner, 


letting the scarf become intertwined and knotted within them. 


The next time | blink and reopen my eyes, Bret is kneeling down directly in front of me with his 
body dangerously close to mine, and ohhhh fuck me cause this is gonna be the end- 


"You nasty fucking whore," he whispers into my ear with nothing but authorative desire while grabbing a chunk 
of my hair to pull me in closer, sending bursts of uncontrollable yearning through my body, "Welcome back to 
the real world, baby. This is gonna be a fun tour." 


All I'm able to do is smirk dazily as | sink right into Bret's harsh but sensual touch, eliciting nothing but 


incoherent screeches from the fans in the crowd. 


That's the fast thing | remember before l'm roughly tugged back up to standing, and on impulse, | present the 
audience with a sloppy but dramatic bow before stumbling back over to my side of the stage with my chains 


and scarf still tangled into one another. 
~~ 


"Now I'll tell ya what, there's nothin’ like some good entertainment at a rock and roll show!" Bret casually 


announces into the mic as my cock hardens, "Why won't we have a hand for Mr. CC Deville everybody!" 


And | don't hear a damn thing after that because the screeches of the crowd are fuckin’ deafening and all I'm 
entranced by at this moment are the immodest bodily tingles that are overcoming my entire being, 

and god grant me the fuckin’ serenity ‘cause if | didn't have to finish up this show, I'd be pouncin’ right on 
that fucker- 


Before | know it, we're divin' right into Unskinny Bop and if | wasn't already horny as hell, Bret's erotic grunts 


are gonna put me to my fuckin’ death 


" Uh! Uh! Ub! Uh" He forcefully and invitingly grumbles into the mic while clapping his hands, "I need your 


hands! | feel it comin’, | feel it comin’, Mankato ‘bout to rock, oh /ord | feel it comin'—" 


That fucker is swaying back and forth with that damn mic stand like the biggest whore and he's such a 
friggin’ devil ‘cause | got no choice but to keep my damn restraint while this is happening right in front of my 
face. And at this point my cock is speakin’ for itself; so fuckin’ /oud for the entire arena to hear. ‘Cause | 


sure as hell know everyone can see what's goin’ on under my fuckin’ pants right now- 


Who wouldda' thought CC Deville would come outta rehab just to wear his damn erection on his sleeve like a damn 
streetwalker?! Life's full of surprises, ain't it?! 


‘Ohhh, do that Unskinny Bop!" Bret moans like an animal in heat as he calls my name in an enticing tone, locking 
his hungry eyes on me, "CC, come on!" 


And | don't hesitate a damn second before | scamper right over to the asshole like a friggin’ happy dog And 
the next thing | know, l'm grinding on the bastard and ya know what? Fuck it 


Some things are just painfully irresistible..and that fucker is gonna have to deal with it 
And | know he fuckin’ likes it. From the devilish lascivious desire dripping from his moistened lips, | know he does. 
Fuck restraint! What the hell is restraint anyway?! 


Lets do that Unskinny Bop, | smirk to myself as | allow all bodily sensations to overtake me, s comin..Oh, fuck 


me it's comin. 
we 
And just like that, the show is done. 


Somehow, by the grace of the Lord up above, we managed to conclude our opening night with a bang , leaving 
our entire audience sweating and panting like they've just come outta The Heat Club in Manhattan. (Damn, do | 
miss that place!) 


This whole fiasco could have very well been a pornographic film on display in The Triangle Room , so | think it's 
safe to say our crowd got their damn money's worth tonight. 


Conehead and Silver Bell definitely did. That's a fact 


As a matter of fact, both of them just happen to be such great friends of mine that | dragged them 


backstage to hang with us..for some post-show fun, if ya know what | mean.. 


But right now, at this very moment, | can't focus on anything other than getting myself in a room alone with 
Bret, ‘cause if | gotta wait any longer | might just explode , and by the looks on everyone's faces l'm pretty 


sure they sense my pain here- 


"C'mere you bastard-" 


Bret's rough tug brings all of my senses into overdrive and before | can react in any way l'm pinned against the 


wall of my dressing room with the golden blonde breathing down my neck. 


"You've been waiting all fuckin’ night for this.." he hisses in an erotic tone, "| know you just couldnt resist on 


stage could you?" 
No, Bret! | fucking couldnt! Now stop teasing me and let me have you all to myself- 
"You little suf," he shakes his head with malicious lustful eyes, "Strutting on stage selling yourself like a whore " 


He tightens his hold on me and the longer I'm held captive in this position the more desperate and pathetically 


weak | feel. Under his goddamn command , l'm hypnotized, no matter how close to my breaking point | become. 


"You did so well," Bret licks his lips as | begin to squirm uncontrollably , to which | receive a slap on my cheek... 
and god damn Í am so friggin’ turned on- 


The pain turns me on..Makes me want him more. The more brutal he is, the more difficult it is 


to resist the asshole. 


" Dont move, you little shit," Bret barks with authority as he points a finger in my face, "Not until /say. Do 


you understand?" 


Despite the sharp ache, | bite my lip and nod quickly with wide desperate, but crazy eyes, the ones that I've 


become known for over the years. 
Bret smirks at my pathetic demeanor, "Now tell me why | should satisfy your cravings, lunatic," he snarls. 


"| danced my ass off for you |" | blurt out with despondency as Bret grabs a chunk of my hair to yank, sending 


my lips into a grimace, "| did what ya fuckin wanted-" 


l'm interrupted by another rough hair fug which elicits a damn yelp and Lord almighty, | am in for it now, | know 
Í fuckin’ am- 


"And you did oh so well," Bret praises with sarcasm dripping from his tongue, "No restraint , 


no control" He tsks with a reprimanding head shake, "You have no self-control." 


| let out an agonized whine at the remark but | hate that he's so correct. | have no restraint and right now 


it's really showin- 


Slap. 


" Shut up," Bret hisses through gritted teeth as his body soaks in domineering desire, "You could save yourself 
from so much trouble if you didn't have such a big mouth." 


Yeah, and ya LOVE my bi Brooklyn mouth, | silently retaliate as the ache in my cheek intensifies, Ya get off on 
it every goddamn time | use it- 


My thoughts are cut short by another rough hair yank, so brutally harsh yet so friggin’ titillating- 


"You want me bad," he states with a devilsh grin in an eerily low tone as he pulls my face in dangerously close, 
"Say it psycho. Tell me how much you want me-" 


" / want youl" | squawk in a pleading tone as Bret's grip on my hair tightens, " Fuck! / NEED YOU-" 
"Do you really want me?" 


" fuck, Bret!" | squeeze my eyes shut in desperation and bellow in urgency as | feel myself reaching my 


breaking point," YES, / WANT YOU SO BAD! NOW LET ME FU-" 
"Then show me how much you want me-" 


And that's the /ast straw; the last sentence | hear before we're on top of each other, drowning in a sea 


of sinful lust and unrestrained animalistic passion 

Through the eruption of chaos around me, including primal moans and groans, grunts and howls, couches 
squeaking, walls shaking, furniture toppling over, and erotic pants..the ecstasy taking over my entire 
body overpowers everything else. 

Nothing else matters right now. 

‘Don't le," Gerard's muffled voice swims behind the dressing room door, "You found it hot." 


‘Fine, it was fuckin hot, Gerard" 


All| can do is smirk in overflowing satisfaction as | overhear the two punks, knowing very well that Gerard may 


have a trick or two up his sleeve. 
"You want them again, dont you?" 
"Fuck Gee, | do.." 


"Well, | think | can make that happen." 


My smirk intensifies as the chatter persists behind the door, and if there's one thing lm sure of, it's this 


Tonight has been and will be a night that these fuckers will remember for a long, long, time. 
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ENDING REFERENCES/FUN FACTS 


*There are quite a few photos of Frank out there posing with traffic cones and/or wearing a cone on his 
head.Hence, the nickname Mr. Conehead 


*'| Hate Every Bone In Your Body But Mine" was the first Poison song where CC had lead vocals, and every 
time he performed it live he would do some kind of elaborate speech beforehand -- (There is one performance 
on Youtube from 2000 where he announces to the crowd that he had a hard on and that his “dick is rubbing 
against the monitor pad") LOL 


*CC exhibits clear signs of orthorexia (an unhealthy obsession with healthy eating) and exercise addiction, 
which I've learned through my research began after he got off cocaine in 1995 -- From what I've seen in 
photos and read in interviews, it's evident the dude struggles with a skewed perception of his body. 


*There is a video from 2002 where CC is showing off his "8 pack" to an interviewer in such an Extra way.It 
makes me cackle every time | see it -- Only mentioning this since | referenced the 8 pack a few times in this 
piece and | doubt anyone finds these ridiculous things entertaining/worth mentioning but.you guys know me.. 


*After his DUI in 2005, CC entered rehab and while he was in the middle of treatment he was pulled out to 
do a reality show -- The Surreal Life -- where he lived in a house with other celebrities and had to partake 
in "challenges". Once he was done filming, he returned to rehab and finished the program. 


*The Heat Club was a nightclub in Manhattan that is no longer opened. It had a room within called The Triangle 
Room which was basically an X-rated movie theatre. CC talks about losing his virginity there, in an interview. 
Its a pretty wild story. 


